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INTRODUCTION. 


Henry the Fourth's reign, which began with uſurs 
pation, continued to the end, in tumult and danger; 
thereby affording our author many firiking dramatic - 
characters and incidents, both in the fir and ſecond 
part: but, againſt our modern critical reliſh, be has 
mingled mirth with ſadneſs. However, Falitaft's 
luxuriance, and the Prince of Wales's pleaſantry, 
are excellent: all the tragic parts, particularly Hot- 
ſpur's, are very well written ; it is more regular 
than moſt of Shakeſpeare's pieces, but does not pleaſe 
the ladies, from an inſufficiency, we preſumd, ef 
female character. The language is uncommonly 
neruous and uniform, aud muſt highly del.ght and 
animate every feeling reader. | 


_——_— 


WW — 


ACT L wan 
SCENE, the Court in London, © 
Liter King HNA,“ Lord jon of LaxnCasTER, 
Earl of WEsTMORLAND, and others, © 


King HENRKT. 


O ſhaken as we are, ſo wan with care, 
Find we a time for trighted peace to pant: 

No more ſhall trenching war channel her fields, + 
Nor broiſe her flowrets with the armed hoofs 
Of hoſtile paces. 
The edge of war, like an ill-ſheathed kgife, i 
No more ſhall cut his maſter. Then let me hear 
Of you, my gentle coulin Wefmorland, 
What yeſter-night our council did decree, 
In forwarding this dear experience. | | 

Ves. My — this haſte was hot in queſtion, 
And many limits of the charge ſet down, 
But yeſter-night ; when all athwart there came 
A poſt from Wales, laden with heavy news, 

The actor who exhibits this monarch, ſhould poſſeſs impor- 


tance of figure, and be a- ſound declaimer, 
| Az _ Whoſe 
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Whoſe worſt was, that the noble Mortimer, 

Leading the men of Herefordſhire to fight 

Againſt th'irregular and wild Glendower, 

Was, by the rude hands of that Welſhman, taken ; 

And a thouſand of his people butchered. 

K. Henry. It ſeems then, that the tidings of this 

Brake off our buſineſs for the Holy Land. [broil, 
Vest. This, matcht with other like, my gracious 

For more uneven and unwelcome news l lord! 

Came from the north, and thus it did import: 

On Holy-rood day, the gallant Hot-/pxr there, 

Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 

That ever valiant and approved Scot, 

At Holmedon ſpent a ſad and bloody hour; 

As, by diſcharge of their artillery, 

And ſhape of likelihood, the news was told: 

For he that brought it, in the very heat 


And pride of their contention, did take horſe, 


Uncertain of the iſſue any way. 

K. Henry. Here is a dear and true induſtrious friend, 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horſe, 
And he hath brought us ſmooth and welcome news: 


The Earl of Douglas is diſcomſited: 


Ten thouſand bold Scots, three-and-twenty knights, 
* Balk'd in their own blood, did Sir Valter ſee, 

On Holmedon's plains. Of priſoners, Hot-/pur took 
Mordake the Earl of Fife, and eldeſt ſon 

To beaten Douglas, and the Earls of Athol, 

Of Murray, Angus, and Monteith. 

And is this not an honourable ſpoil ? 


A gallant prize? Ha, couſin, is it not? 


Wet. In faith, a conqueſt for a prince to boaſt of. 
K. Henry. Yea, there thou mak'ſt me lad, and 
mak'ſt me ſin 
In envy, that my lord Northumberland 


Should be the father of fo bleſt a ſan ; 
"Whilſt I, by looking on the praiſe of him, 


See riot and diſhonour ſtain the brow | | 
Of my young Harry. O, that it could be prov'd 
That ſome night tripping fairy had exchang'd, 


In cradle-clothes, our children where they lay, 


We ſhould prefer bath'd to balk'd, 380 
| ; And; 
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And call'd mine Percy, his Plantagenet! 

Then [ would have his Harry, and he mine: 

But let him from my thoughts. What think you, 

Of this young Percy's pride? The priſoners, [eouſin, 

Which he in his adventure hath ſurpriz'd, 

To his own uſe he keeps, and ſends me word, 

I ſhall have none but Mordake Earl of Fife. | 
Wet. This is his uncle's teaching; this is Worcefler, 

Malevolent to you in all aſpects; 

Which makes him prune himſelf, and briſtle up 

The creſt of youth againſt your dignity, | 
K. Henry. But I have ſent for ho anſwer this; 

And for this cauſe a while we muſt neglect | 

Our holy purpoſe to Jeruſalem. 

Couſin, on Wedneſday next, our council we 

Will hold at Windſor; ſo inform the lords: 

But come yourſelf with ſpeed to us again; 

For more is to be ſaid and to be done, | 

Than out of anger can be uttered. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, an Apartment of the Prince's, 
Euter HE NA Prince of WALES, and Sir J. FALSTAFF-t 


Fal. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad? 

P.- Henry. Thou art fo fat-witted, with drinking 
old ſack, and, unbuttoning thee after ſupper, and 
fleeping upon benches in the afternoon, that thou 
haſt forgotten to demand that. truly, which thou 
would'ſt truly know. What a devil haſt thou to do 
with the time of the day? unleſs hours were cups of. 
ſack, and minutes capons, and clocks the tongues of 
bawds, and dials the ſigns of leaping-houſes; I ſee 


This is a very natural turn of a parent, who feels the diſſipa · 
tions of a fon, diſgraced and rendered more glaringly depraved, 


by compariſon with the preterable conduct of an inferior, * 


+ The Prince of Wales, without loſing ſuitable Aae "5 Say 
ſhauld manifeſt uncommon eaſe of deportment, and ſpir +4 
pleaſantry of expreſſion : though he deſcends to aftions incon- 
ſiſtent with honeſty, and converſation far beneath his rank, yet 
there ſhould be no taint of vulgariſm of figure, or mode of ut - 
terance. As to Falſtaff, he deſcribes himſelf ſo admirably, we 
need only ſay, that any figure particularly corpulent, with 
jovial features, ſpirited eyes, a full mellow voice, with 
judgment to conceive and mark the humour of this matchleſs. 
character, muſt be in eſteem with an audience. 
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no reaſon why thou ſhould'ſt be ſo ſuperfluous to 
demand the time of the day. 

Fal. Indeed, you come near me now, Hal. For 
we, that take purſes, go by the moon and feven ftars, 
and not by Pfœbus, he, that wand'ring knight ſo 
fair. And I pray thee, ſweet wag, when thou art 
King—as ſave thy grace (Majeſty, I ſhould ſay; for 


grace thou wilt have none.) 


P. Henry. What! none? 
Fal. No, not ſo much as will ſerve to be prologue 


to am egg and butter, 


P. Henry, Well, how then? come, roundly, 
roundly— 

Fal. Marry then, ſweet wag, when thou art King, 
let not us, that are ſquires of the night's body, be 
call'd thieves of the day's booty: let us be Diana's 
foreſters, gentlemen of the ſhade, minions of the 
moon; and let men ſay, we be men of good govern- 
ment, being governed as the ſea is, by our noble and 
chaſte miitreſs, the moon, under whoſe countenance 


we—ſteal. 
P. Henry. Thou ſay'ſt well, and it holds well, too; 


for the fortune of us, that are the moon's men, doth 


ebb and flow like the ſea, being governed as the ſea 
is, by the moon, As for proof, now: a purſe of 
gold, moſt reſolutely ſnatch'd on Monday night, 
and moſt diſſolutely ſpent on Tueſday morning; got 
with ſwearing, Lay 6y, and ſpent with cryiog, 
Bring in more ſack ; now in as low an ebb as the foot 
of the ladder, and, by and by, in as high a flow as 
the ridge of the gallows, 

Fal. By the Lord, thou ſay'ſt true lad ! and is not 
mine hoſteſs of the tavern a moſt ſweet wench ? 

P. Henry, As the honey of Hybla, my old lad of 


che caſtle, And is not a buff-jerkin a moſt ſweet 


robe of durance ?* | 
Fal. How now, how now, mad wag ? what, in 
thy quips and thy quiddities ? what a plague have I 
to do with a buft-jerkin ? | 
* The Prince here alludes to the chance Falſtaff runs, by 


diſſipation, of getting into the hands of ſheriff's officers, who 
then wore buff-jerkins, 


P, Henry. 


my hoſteſs of the tavern ?- 


Tal. Well, thou haſt call'd her to a reckoning, _ 


many a time and oft. 

P. Henry. Did I ever call thee to pay thy part? 

Fal No, III give thee thy due; thou hait paid 
all, there. 

P. Henry. Vea, and elſewhere, ſo far as my coin 
would ſtretch; and where it would not, I have uſed 
my credit, 4 

Fal. Vea, and ſo us'd it, that were it not here ap- 
parent, that thou art heir apparent But, I pr'ythee, 
ſweet wag, ſhall there be gallows ſtanding in Eng- 
land, when thou art King; and reſolution thus 
fobb'd, as it is, with the ruſty curb of old father 
Antic, the law? De not thou, when thou art King, 
hang a thief, 

P. Henry. No; thou ſhalt 

Fal. Shall I? O rare! by the Lord, Tl! be a bray 
judge | | 

Henry. Thou judgeſt falſe already: I mean, 


thou ſhalt have the hanging of the thieves, and ſo 


ber me a rare hangman. 


Fal. Well, Hal, well ! and ig ſome fort it jumps 


with my humour, as well as waiting in the court, 1 
can tell you, | 
Pi. Henry, For obtaining of ſuits? 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of ſuits, whereof the 
hangman hath no lean wardrobe. *Sblood, I am as 
melancholy as a gibb'd cat, * or a lugg'd bear. 

P. Henry. Or an old lion, or a lover's lute, 

Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnſhire bagpipe. 

P. Henry, What ſay*it thou to a hare, or the me- 
lancholy of Mooc-ditch ? 

Fal. Thou haſt the mot unſavoury fimiles, and 
art, indeed, the moſt 8 raſcallet—ſweet 
young Prince !—But, Hal, 
no more with vanity ; I would thou and J knew 
where a commodity of good names were to be 
bought: an old Lord of the council rated me, the 
other day, in the ftreet, about you, Sir; but I 
A gib cat, is an old une. | 

mark'd 
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P. Henry. Why, what a plague have I to do with 


I pr'ythee, trouble me 
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mark'd him not, and yet he talk'd very wiſely, and 
in the ſtreet too, | 

F. Henry. Thou did'ſt well; for wiſdom cries out, 
and no man regards it, 1 

Fal. O! thou haſt damnable iteration, and art, 
indeed, able to corrupt a ſaint, Thou haſt done 
much harm unto me, Hal; Heaven forgive thee foy 
it! Before I knew thee, Hal, I knew nothing ; and 
now am I, if a man ſhould ſpeak truly, little better 
than one of the wicked. I muſt give over this life, 


snd will give it over; an I do not, I am a villain. 


I'll be damn'd for never a king's fon in Chriſtendom. 

P. Henry. Where ſhall we take a purſe, to-mor- 
row, Jack? | 

Fal. Where thou. wilt, lad, where thou wilt. 
I'll make one; an I do not, call me villain, and 
baffle me. 

P. Henry. I ſee a good amendment of life in thee, 
from praying to purſe- taking. + 

Fal Why, Hal, tis my vocation, Hal, Tis no 
Gn for a man to labour in his vocation. 


Enter Por xs. 


P. Henry, Good - morrow, Ned. 

Point. Good morrow, ſweet Hal. What ſays Mon- 
ſieur Remorſe ? What ſays Sir John Sack-and-Sugar?- 
Jack! But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow morning, 
by four o'clock, early at Gads-hill-; there are pil- 
grims going to Canterbury with rich offerings, and: 
traders riding to London with fat purſes. I have: 
vizors for you. all; you have horſes for yourſelves. 
Gads-bill lies to-night in Rocheſter ; I have beſpoke 


- ſupper to-morrow night in Eaſt-cheap. We may do 


it as ſecure as fleep, If you will go, 1 will tuff your 
purſes full of crowns ; if you will not, tarry at home, 
and be hang'd. | 
Fal. Hear ye, Yedward; if I tarry at home, and 
go not, I'll hang you fer gcing, | 
Poins. Will you, chops ? 
Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one? 
P. Henry. Who, I rob? I a thief! not I, by my faith, 
Fal. There's neither honeſty, manhood, 2 you 
ellow- 


* 


garments. 
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fellowſhip in thee; nor thou cam'ſt not of the blood 
royal, if thou dar'ſt nat bid ſtand for ten ſhillings. 

P. Henry. Well then, once in my days [I'll be a 

madcap. 

Fal. Why, that's well ſaid. | 

P. Henry, Well, come what will, I'll tarry at home. 

Fal. By the Lord, I'll be a traitor then, when thou 
art King. , | , 

P. Henry. I care not, | 

Point. Sir John, I pr'ythee leave the Prince and 
me alone : I will lay him down ſuch reaſons for this 
adventure, that he ſhall go. 

Fal. Well, may'ſt thou have the ſpirit of perſua- 
ſion, and he the ears of profiting ; that what thou 
ſpeak'ſt may move, and what he hears may be be- 
liev'd ; that the true Prince may (for recreation- ſake) 


prove a falſe thief; for the abuſes of the time 
want countenance! Farewel ! you ſhall find me in 
Eaſt-cheap. | 


P. Henry. Farewel, thou latter ſpring ! Farewel, 


- all hallown ſummer ! [ Exit Fallaf. 


Pains, Now, my good ſweet honey Lord, ride with 
us to-morrow, I have a jeſt to execute, that I can- 
not manage alone, Falflaff, Bardolpb, Peto, 'Gads- 
hill, ſhall rob thoſe men that we have already way- 
laid; yourſelf and I will not be there; and when 
they have the booty, if you and I do not rob them, 
cut this head off from my ſhoulders, | 

P. Henry. But how ſhall we part with them in ſet- 
ting forth ? ; 

Peoins, Why we will ſet forth before or after them, 
and appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is 
at our pleaſure to fail; and then will they adventure 
upon the exploit themſelves, which they ſhall have 
no ſooner atchiev'd, but we'll ſet upon them. ; 

P. Henry. Ay; but 'tis like they will know us, by 
our horſes, by our habits, and by every other ap- 
pointment, to be ourſelves. 

Point. Tut! our horſes they ſhall not fee, Tl tie 
them in the wood ; our vizors we will change, after 
we leave them; and, Sirrah, I have caſes of buck- 


ram for the nonce, to immaſk our noted outward 
P. Henry, 
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P. Henry. But I doubt they will be too hard for us, 
Pain. Well, for two of them, I know them to be 
as true-bred cowards as ever turn'd back ; and for the 
third, if he fight longer than he ſees reaſon, III for- 
ſwear arms, The virtue of this jeſt will be the in- 
comprehenſible lies that this ſame fat rogue will tell 
us, when we meet at ſupper; how thirty at leaſt he 
fought with ; what wards, what blows, what extre- 
mities he endured: and in the reproof of this lies 
the jeſt, 

P. Henry, Well, Pll go with thee; provide us all 
things neceſſary, and meet me to-morrow night in 
Eaſt- cheap; there Pll ſup. Farewel! 

Point. Farewel, my Lord! [ Exit Poins. 

* P. Henry. I know you all, and will a while uphold 
The un-yok'd humour of your idleneſs; 

Yet herein will I imitate the ſun, 

Who doth permit the baſe contagious clouds 
To {mother up his beauty from the world, 
That, when he pleaſe again to be himſelf, 
Being wanted, he may be more wonder'd at. 
So, when this looſe behaviour I throw off, 
And pay the debt I never promiſed ; 

By how much better than my werd [ am, 

By ſo much ſhall I falfify men's hopes; 
And like bright metal on a ſullen ground, 
My reformation, glittering o'er my fault, 
Shall ſhew more goodly, and attract more eyes, 
Than that which hath no foil to-ſer it off: 


This ſoliloquy contains admirable refle&jons ; ſhewing that 
a good heart, though ic occaſionally gives way to irregular paſ+ 
lion, yet recurs at intervals to the proper paths of action: 

A ſmooth ſenſible flow of emphatic oratory is wanted, wherein 
the thoughts are pregnant with fancy, and the reaſoning firiftly 
Juſt ;. the following lines. we. think ſhould be retained on. che 

4 
More wonder'd at ; > 
By breaking through che foul and ugly miſts 
Of vapours that did ſeem to ſtrangle him. 
If all the year were playing holidays, 
To ſport would be as tedious as to work ;. 
But when they ſeldom come, they wiſh'd- ſor come, 
And A pleaſes like rare accidents. 
when, Ce. \ ö 
FI 
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I'll ſo offend, to make offence a ſxill, 

Redeeming time, when men think leaſt I will, [Exiz, 
SCENE changes to an Apartment In the Palace. 


Enter King HaNAT, NokTHUMBERLAND, Wo- 
CESTER, HoTSPUR, * Sir WALTER BLUNT, and 


others. 
K. Henry. My blood hath been too cold and tem- 
Unapt to ſtir at theſe indignities ; [perate, 


And you have found me ; for, accordingly, 
You tread upon my patience : but be ſure, 
I will from henceforth rather be myſelf, 
Mighty, and to be fear'd, than my condition, 
Which hath been ſmooth as oil, ſoft as young down, 
And therefore loſt that title of reſped, 
Which the proud ſoul ne'er pays, but to the proud. 
Mor. Our houſe, my ſovereign Liege, little deſerves 
The ſcourge of greatneſs to be uſed on it: | 
And that ſame greatneſs too, which our own hands 
Have help'd to make fo portly. 
North, My good Lord 
K. Henry. Warcefler, get thee gone! for I do ſee 
Danger and diſobedience in thine eye. 
O, Sir! your preſence is too bold and peremptory ; 
And Majeſty might never yet endure 
The moody frontier + of a ſervant brow. 
You have good leave to leave us. When we need 
Your uſe and counſel, we ſhall ſend for you. [ Ex. Vor. 
You were about to ſpeak, [To Northumberlaud, 
North. Yes, my good Lord. | 
Thoſe priſoners, in your Highneſs' name demanded, 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 


- 


* The very title of Hotſpur manifeſts uncommon impe- 
tuofity ; his perſon ſhould\mack the ſoldier; his voice be able 
to reach any pitch, and ſo flexible as to anſwer the moſt rapid 
and disjointed tranſitions from one degree of paſſion to another : 
his addreſs to the King is a noble free exculpation, worthy the 
mouth of a capital actor, and the attention of a judicious au- 
dience. It contains atfo a . moſt ſatirical and entertaining pic- 
ture of the foppiſh meſſenger, who demanded his priſoners, \ 

+ Frontier—perhaps our author meant frontlet, a frown ; 


which word he uſes in King Lear: but the image is ftronger as 
it ſtands at preſent, 


Were, 


% 
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Were, as he ſays, not with ſuch ſtrength deny'd 
As was deliver'd to your Majeſty. | 
Het. My Liege, I did deny no priſoners. 

But I remember, when the fight was done, 
When I was dry with rage and extreme toil, 
Breathleſs and faint, leaning upon my ſword, 

Came there a certain Lord, neat, trimly dreſs'd, 
Freſh as a bridegroom, and his chin, new reap'd, 
Shew'd like a ſtubble-land, at harveſt-home. 

He was perfumed like a milliner ; 
And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he held 

A pouncet-box, which ever-and-anon, 

He gave his noſe ; and took't away again. 

And ſtill he ſmil'd and talk'd; _ 

And as the ſoldiers bare dead bodies by, 

He call'd them untaught knaves, unmannerly, 
To bring a ſlovenly, unhandſome corſe, 
Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 
With many holiday and lady terms, | 
He queſtion'd me; amongſt the reſt, demanded 
My priſoners, in your Majeſty's behalf. 
I, then all- ſmarting with my wounds, being cold, 
(To be ſo peſter'd with a popinjayt) 

Out of my grief, and my impatience, 
Anſwer'd, neglectingly, I know not what; 
He ſhould, or ſhould not ; for he made me mad, 
To ſee him ſhine ſo bright, and ſmell fo ſweet, 
And talk ſo like a waiting-gentlewoman, 

Of guns, and drums, and wounds (heaven fave the 
And telling me the ſovereign'ſt thing on earth, [mark !) 
Was parmacity, for an inward bruiſe; | 
And that it was great pity, ſo it was, 
This villainous ſalt-petre ſhould be digg'd 
Out of the bowels of the harmleſs earth, 
Which many a good tall fellow had deſtroy'd 
So cowardly; and, but for theſe vile guns, 
He would himſelf have been a ſoldier, - 
This bald, unjointed chat of his, my lord, 
I anſwer'd indirectly, as I ſaid: 
And, I beſeech you, let not this report 2246 

+ Popinjay, is a kind -of parrot, and, being a chattering 

bird of variegated plumes, is here well applied to —_— 
| ome 


| 
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Come current for an accuſation, / | 
Betwixt my love and your high Majeſty: 

Blunt, This circumſtance confider'd, good my Liege, 
Whatever Harry Percy then had ſaid, 
To ſuch a perſon, and in ſuch a place, 
At ſuch a time, with all the reſt etold, 
May reaſonably die; and never riſe * 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he ſaid, ſo he unſay it now. 

K. Henry. Why, yet he doth deny his priſoners, 
But with proviſo and exception, | 
That we, at our own charge, ſhall ranſomſtrait 
His brother-in-law, the fooliſh Mortimer ; 
Who, on my ſoul, hath wilfully betray'd 
The lives of thoſe that he did lead to fight 
Againſt the great magician, damn'd Glendotuer, 
Whoſe daughter, as we hear, the earl of March 
Hath lately marry'd. Shall our coffers then 
Be empty'd, to redeem a traitor home? 
Shall we buy treaſon ; and indent with fears, 
When they have loſt and forfeited themſelves? 
No; on the barren mountains let him ſtarve-: 
For I ſhall never hold that man my friend, 
Whoſe tongue ſhall aſk me for one pegny coſt, 
To ranſom home revolted Mortimer. 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer! 
He never did fall off, my ſovereign Liege, 
But bides the chance of war. To prove that true, 
Needs no more but one tongue: for all thoſe wounds, 
Thoſe mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When on the gentle Severn's ſedgy bank, 
In fingle oppoſition, hand to hand, 
He did confound the beſt part of an hour,- 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower : 
Three times they breath'd, and three times did they 
Upon agreement, of ſwift Severn's flood: [drink, 
Who, then affrighted with their bloody looks, 
Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds, 
Blood-ſtained with theſe valiant combatants, 
Never did baſe and rotten policy 
Colour her working with ſuch deadly wounds; 
Nor ever could the nob.e Mortimer 

Receive 


— 
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Receive ſo many, and all willingly. 
Then let him not be flander'd with revolt. 
K. Henry. Thou doſt belie him; Percy, thou belieſt 
He never did encounter with Glendower ; ſhim! 
He durſt as well have met the devil alone, 
As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 
Art not aſham'd ? But, firrah, from this hour, 
Let me not hear you ſpeak of Mortimer : 
Send me your priſoners with the ſpeedieſt means, 
Or you ſhall hear in ſuch a kind fom me, 
As will diſpleaſe you. — My Lord Northumberland, 
We licence your departure with your ſon. 
Send us your priſoners, or you'll hear of it. 
[ Exit K. Henry, 
Hot. And if the devil come and roar for them, 
I will not ſend them. I will after ſtrait, 
And tell him ſo; for I will eaſe my heart, 
Although it be with hazard of my head. 
North. What, drunk with choler? ſtay, and pauſe a 
Here comes your uncle, while: 
| Enter Wok CESTER. 
Hot. Speak of Mortimer / 
Yes, I will ſpeak of him: and let my foul 
Maat mercy, if I do not join with him! 
In his behalf, il empty all theſe veins, 
And ſhed my dear blood, drop by drop in duſt, 
But I will lift the down-trod Mortimer 
As high i' th air as this unthankful king, 
As this ingrate and cankered Bo/ingbroke, 
North. Brother, the king hath made your nephew 
mad, | | To Worceſter. 
Mer. Who ſtruck this heat up after | was gone? 
Het. He will, for ſooth, have all my priſoners ; 
And when 1 urg'd the ranſom, once again, | 
Of my wife's brother, then his cheek look'd pale; 
And on my face he turn'd an eye of death, 
Trem bling even at the name of 1/criimer. 
Wer. 1 cannot blame bim. Was he net proclaim'd, 
By Richard, that dead is, the next of bl od? 
North. He was; I heard the proclamation, 
Hot. Bat ſoft, I pray you !—Did king Richard then 
Proclam my brother, Mortimer, | | 
Heir to the crown? - | Nerth, 
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North. He did; myſelf did hear it. 

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his couſin king, 
That wiſh'd him on the barren mountains ſtarv'd, 
But ſhall it be, that you, that ſet the crown 
Upon the head of this forgetful man, 

And for his ſake wear the deteſted blot 

Of murd'rous ſubornation ? Shall it be, 

That you a world of curſes undergo, 

Being the agents, or baſe ſecond means, 

The cords, the ladder, or the hangman, rather? 
(O, pardon me! that I deſcend ſo low, 

To ſhew the line, and the predicament, 

Wherein. you range under this ſubtle king) 

Shall it, for ſhame, be ſpoken in theſe days, 

Or fill ap chronicles in time to come, 

That men of your nobility and power, 

Engag'd them both in an unjuſt behalf? 

{As both of you, Heaven pardon it! have done.) 
To put down Richard, that ſweet lovely rofe, 
And plant this thorn, this canker, Bo/ingoroke? _ 
And ſhall it, in more ſhame, be further ſpoken, 
That you are fool'd, diſcarded, and ſh ok off 
By him, for whom thefe ſhame: ye underwent ? 

o: yet time ſerves, wherein you may redeem 
Your baniſh'd honours, and reſtore yourſelves, 
Into the good thoughts of the world again, 
Revenge the jeering and diid:in'd contempt 
Of this proud King who ſtudies, day and night, 
To anſwer all the debt he owes unto you, 

Ev'n with the bloody payments of your deaths: 
Therefore, I ſay 

Wor. Peace, couſin! fay no more! 

And now I will unclaſp a ſecret book, 
And to your quick-conceiving diſcontents, 
I'll read you matter, deep and dangerous 
As full of peril and advent'rous ſpirit, 

As to o'erwalk a current, roaring loud, 

On the unſtedfaſt footing of a ſpear. | 

Hot. If he fall in, good night, or fink or ſwim: 
Send danger from the eaſt unto the weſt, 

So honour croſs it from the north to ſouth ; 
And let them * the blood more ſtirs 
VI 8 
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5 To rouſe a lion, than to ſtart a hare. 


| Noh, Imagination of ſome great exploit, 


Drives him beyond the bounds of patience, 


* Het. By heav'n! methinks it were an eaſy leap, 
To pluck bright honour from the pale- fac'd moon; 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 

Where fathom line could never touch the ground, 
And pluck up drowned-honour by the locks; 

So he that doth redeem her thence might wear, 
Without cor:ival, all her dignities. | 
But out upon this half-fac'd fellowſhip !. 

Nor. He apprehends a world of figures here, 
But not the form of what he ſhould attend. 


Good coulin, give me audience for a while, 


Hot. I cry you mercy. 
Wor. Thoſe ſame noble Scots, 
That are your priſoners — 
Het, I'il keep them all. 
By heav'n, he ſhall not have a Scot of them! 
No, if a Scot would ſave his ſoul, he ſhall not! 
Pil keep them by this hand. Ae 
Nor. You ſtart away, 
And lend no ear vnto my purpoſes; 
2 20ſec priſoners you ſhail keep. 
Hit, Iwill; that's flat. 
He faid, he would not ranſom Mortimer ; 
Forbad my tongue to ſpeak of Mortimer. 
But I will find him, when he lies aſleep, * 
And in his ear I'll holla, Mortimer“ 
Nay, I'll have a ſtarling taught to ſpeak 


Nothing but Mortimer, and give-it him, 


To keep his anger fill in motion. + [fool 
North. Why, what a waſp'd-tongu'd and impatient 

Art thou, to break into this woman's mood, 

Tying thine ear to no one tongue but thine own ! 


We conceive this ſpeech to contain an excefs of idea, even 
from the exceis of paſſion ariſing from wounded pride. 

+ This is an extravagant and unparalleled mode of reſentment, 
and ſeems to ſavour more of womaniſh ſpite, than ſoldjer-like 
ſatis faction; very natural, however, to ſuch an impetuous temper, 
ſo thoroughly rouſed, and ai juſtly reproved by Northumberland. 

Why, what a wasp-tongu'd and impatient fool 
Art thou, &c. 12 
: : Hor. 


% 


41. | KING HENRY IV.” 17 


Hot. Why, look you | F am whipt and ſcourg'd with 
Nettled and ſtung with piſmires, when I hear [rods, 
Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke, : : 
In Richard's time—what do you call the place? 

A plague upon't ! —it is in Glo'ſterſhire— 
*'Twas where the mad-cap duke his uncle kept—— 
His uncle Jork—where I firſt bow'd my knee 
Unto this king of ſmiles, this Bolingbroke ; 
When you and he came from Ravenſpurg. 
North. At Berkley caſtle. 
Hat. You ſay true. 
Why what a deal of candy*d courteſy 
This fawning greyhound then did proffer me ! — 
Look, when his infant fortune came io age. 
And, gentle Harry Percy—and kind Coufin— 
The devil take ſuch cozeners ! Heaven forgive me !— 
Good uncle, tell your tale, for I have done, 
Wor. Nay, if you have not, to't again; 
We'll ſtay your leiſure. 
Hot. I have done, i'faith. 
Wor. Then once more to your Scottiſh priſoners. 
[To Hotſpur. 
Deliver them without their ranſom ftrait, 
And make the Dougla, ſon your only mean 
For pow'rs in Scotland ; which, for divers reaſons, 
Will eaſily be granted. --You, my Lord, [To North. 
Your ſon, in- Scotland, being thus employ'd, 
Shall ſecretly into the boſom creep 
Of that ſame noble prelate, well-beloy'd, 
Th' Arch-biſhop. 

Hot. Tork, is't not? 

Mor. True; who bears hard : 
His brother's death at Briſtol, the Lord Scroop. A. 

I ſpeak not this in eſtimation, | | 
As what I think might be; but what I know 
Is raminated, plotted, and, ſer down ; 
And only ſtays but to behold the face 
Of that occaſion that ſhall bring it on. 
Hut. I ſmell it; on my life it will do well. 
Mr. Before the game's a- foot, thou ftil: lett'ſt lip, 
Hor. It cannot chooſe but be a noble plot: 
And then the power of Scotland, and of York, 
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To join with Mortimer. Ha! = 
Wer. So they ſhall. | 
Het. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim'd, 
Wor. And 'tis no little reaſon bids us ſpeed, 
To ſave our heads, by raiſing of a head. 
For, bear ourſelves as even as we can, 
The King will always think him in our debt, 
And think, we think ourſelves unſatisfy'd, 
Till he bath found a time to pay us home: 
And ſee, already, how he doth begin 
To make us ſtraugers to his looks of love. 
Hot. He does, he does; we'll be reveng'd on him. 
Wor. Couſin, farewell No further go in this, 
Then 1, by letters, ſhall direct your courſe. 
When time is ripe, which will be ſuddenly, 
I'll teal to Glengdower, and Lord Mortimer, 
Where you and Douglas, and our pow'rs at once, 
(As Iwill faſhion it) ſhall happily meet, 
To bear our fortunes in our own ſtrong arms, 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty, 
Hot. Uncle, adieu! O, let the hours be ſhort, 
Till fields, and blows, and groans applaud our ſport ! 
[ Exeunt. 


— 


Aa 


3 II. 
SCENE, An Inn at Rocheſter. 
Enter a Cartier, with a Lanthorn in his Hand. 


1 Car. HEIGH ho! an't be not four by the day, 
I'll be hanged. Charles' wain is over the new chim- 
ney, and yet our horſe not packt. What, oltler ? 

OP. [Within.] Anon, anon. 

1 Car. I pr'ythee, Tom, beat Cutt's ſaddle ; put a 
few flocks in the point; the poor Jade i POS in the 
withers, out of all ceſs. | 

Enter another Carrier. 

2 Car. Peaſe and beans are as dank here as a dog, and 


* If any ſolid apology can be offered for the unnatural. Tragi- 
comic mode of writing, the richneſs of humour in many ſcenes of 
this play, muſt ftand tor juſt ification:; chis of the Carriers is cer- 
tainly very low f however, it denotes our author's tharough knows 
ledge of Jife and human nature, 

that 


- 
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that is the next way to give poor jades the botts.“ 
This houſe is turn'd upſide-down, fince Robia the 
oſtler dy'd, | cad, 
2 Car, Poor fellow-never joy d fince the price of oats. 
roſe ; it was the death of bim. | 

2 Car. I think this be the moſt villainous houſe 
in all London road for fleas I am ſtung like a tench. 

i Car. Likea tench! by th' maſs, there's ne'er a 
King in Chriſtendom could be better bit than I have 
been ſince the firſt cock. * re 1 

2 Car. Why they will allow us ne'er a jourden, and 
then we leak in your chimney ; and your. chamber- 
ley breeds fleas like a loach. 

1 Car. What, oliler! come away, and be hang'd,. 
come away REF 

2 Car, I have a gammon of bacon and two razes of 
ginger, to be deliver'd as far as Charing-croſs. | 

1 Car, *Odſbody! the turkies in my panniers are 
quite ſtarved, What, oſtler! a plague on thee! haſt 
thou never an eye in thy head? canſt not hear? an't 
were not as good a deed as drink, to break the pate of 
thee, I am à very villain, Come, and be hinged, 
haſt no faith in thee ? 


Enter GaDs-HILL, 


Gads, Good-morrow, carriers. What's o*clock ? 
1 Car. I think it be two o'clock, | 
Gads, I pr'ythee lend me thy lanthorn, to ſee my 
gelding in the ſtable. 
1 Car, Nay, ſoft, I pray ye; I know a trick worth 
two of that, faith, | 
Gad:, I pr'ythee, lend me thine. | 
2 Car. Ay, when? canſt tell? lend me thy lantkorn, 
quoth a! marry, Tl ſee thee hanged firſt, 
Gads, Sirrah, carrier, what time do you mean to 
come to London? E 
2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a candle, 
I warrant thee. Come, neighbour Megges, we'll call 
up the gentlemen. [ Exeunt.. 


® Botts are a kind of worms, troubleſome to horſes, _ 
SCENE 
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SCENE changes to the Highway, | | | 


Enter PIN CE IE XRT, Poins, and PRro. 


Point. Come, ſhelter, ſhelcer! I have removed 
Falflaf' horſe, and he frets like a gumm'd velvet. 
P. Henry. Stand cloſe. | K 


| Enter FALSTAFF, 

Fal. Point, Point, and be hang'd, Poins 7 
P. Henry, Peace, ye fat-kidney'd raſcal! what 
a brawling doſt thou keep! 

Fal. What, Poins! H/ 
P. Henry, He is walk't up to the top of the hill; 
I'll go ſeek him. 2 

Fal. Iam accurſt to rob in that thief®s company; 
the raſcal hath remov'd my horſe, and ty'd him, I 
know not where. If I travel but four foot by the 
ſquare farther afoot, I ſhall break my wind. Well, I 
doubt not but to die a fair death, for all this, if I 
eſcape hanging for killing that rogue. I have forſworn 
his company hourly any time this two-and-twenty 
year, and yet I am bewitch'd with the rogne's com- 
pany. If the raſcal have not given me medicines to 
make me love him, I'll be hanged: it could not be 
elſe: I have drunk medicines, ' Poins Hal! a plague 
upon you both! Bardelph! Peta! I'll ſtarve, ere III 
rob a foot further, Am't were not as good a deed as 
to drink, to turn true man, and to leave theſe rogues, 
I am the verieft varlet that ever chew'd with a tooth. 
Eight yards of uneven ground is threeſcore and ten 
miles a foot with me, and the ſtony-hearted villains, 
know it well enough. A plague upon't, when thieves 
cannot be true one to another ![ T hey white] Whew ! 
—A plague upon you all! give me my horſe, you 
rogues ! give me my horſe, and be hang'd! * 

P. Henry. Peace, ye fat-guts! lie down, lay thine 
ear cloſe to the ground, and liſt if thou canſt hear the 
tread of travellers, | | 

Fal. Have you any levers to lift me up again, 
being down ? *Sblood, T'll not bear mine own fleſh fo 


This ſpeech of Falſtaff's is extremely charaReriſtic, and 
muſt always create laughter, 5 


far 


bl 
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far afoot again, for all the coin in thy father's exche- 
quer! What a plague mean ye, to colt me thus? 
P. Henry. Thou lieſt; thou art not colted, thou art 
uncolted. 7 
Fal. I pr'ythee, good Prince Hal, help me to my 
horſe! Af, King's ſon ! | 
P. Henry, Out, you rogue ! ſhall I be your'oſtler ? 
Fal. Go, hang thyſelf in thy own hejr-apparent 
garters! if I be ta'en. I'll peach for this. An I have 
not ballads made of you all, and ſung to filthy tunes, 
let a cup of ſack be my poiſon! when a jeſt is ſo for- 
ward, and afoot too! I hate it. 
Enter Gavs*H1lL, PeETO, and BARDOLPH. 
Bard. Stand! 
Fal. So I do, againſt my will, 
Poins.O, tis our ſetter! I know his voice. Bardolph 
what news ? | 
Bard. Caſe ye, caſe ye! on with your vizors! there's 
money of the King's coming down the hill ; *tis 
going to the King's exchequer. | 
Fal. You lie, you rogue ! 'tis going to the King's 
tavern. < N 
Gads, There's enough to make us all 
Fal. To be hang'd. cM 
P. Henry. Sirs, you four ſhall front them in the 
narrow lane; Ned Pein and I will walk lower; if 
they ſcape from your encounter, then they light on us, 
Peto. But how many be of them? 
Gads, Some eight or ten. 
Fal. Will they not rob us? 
P. Henry. What, a coward, Sir John Paunch? 
Fal. Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your grand- 
father; but yet no coward, Hal. 
P. Henry. Well, we'll Leave that to the proof. 
Point. Sirrah, Jack, thy horſe ſtands behind the 
hedge; when thou needeſt him, there ſhalt thou find 
him. Farewell, and ſtand faſt ! 
Fal. Now cannot I ſtrike him, if I ſhould be hany'd. 
P. Henry. Ned, where are our diſguiſes ? 
Pains; Here, hard by, Stand cloſe! 
Fal. Now, my maſters, happy man be his dole, 
ſay I: every man to his'buſineſs, (OP 
Emer 


* 
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Ester TRAVELLERS, | 

Trav. Come, neighbour; the boy ſhall lead our 
horſes down the hill; we'll walk a foot a while, and 
caſe our legs. 

Thieves, Stand 

Fal. Down with them! cut the villains? throats ! 
down with them ! fleece them ! [ Exeunt, 

Enter Prince HENRY and Pol xs. 

P. Henry. The thieves have bound the true men; 
now, could thou and I rob the thieves, and go mer- 
rily to London, it would be argument for a week, 
laughter for a month, and a good jeſt for ever. 

Pains, Stand cloſe; I hear them coming. 

Enter TRHIEVES again. 

Fal. Come, my maſters, let us ſhare, and then to 
horſe before day. An the Prince and Peins be not two 
errant cowards, there's no equity ſtirring: there's no 
more valour in that Point, than in a wild duck. 

P. Henry. Your money! 

Poins, Villains! | . ; 

[ 4s they are ſoaring, the Prince and Poins ſet upon. 
them. They all run away; and Falſtaff, after a 
Glow or two, runs away too, leaving the booty be- 
hind them. | 

P. Henry. Got with much eaſe; now merrily to horſe, 
The thieves are ſcatter'd, and poſſeſs'd with fear 
So ſtrongly, that they dare not meet each other ; 

- Each . his fellow for an officer. 
Away, good Ned.—Fal/taff ſweats to death, 
And lards the lean earth as he walks along: 
Wer't not for laughing, I ſhould pity him. 
Pei. How the rogue roar'd! [ Exeunt. 
SCENE, Lord Pzxcr's Hou/e. 
Enter HoTspur /olus, reading a letter. 

But for mine own part, my Lord, I could be well con- 
tented to be there, in reſped of the lawe I bear your houſe. 
He could be contented to be there! why is he not then? 
in rſpect of the love he bears our hoſe! he ſhews in this, 
he loves his own barn better than he loves our houſe, 
Let me ſee ſome more. The purpo/e you undertake is 

. daugerous, Why, that's certain; 'tis dangerous to take a 
cold, to ſleep, to drink: but I tell you, my 1 
ool, 


—— 
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Fool, out of this nettle, danger, we pluck the flower, 
ſafety. The purpoſe you undertake is dangerous, the friends 
you have named uncertain, the time it/elf unſorted, aud 
your whole plot too light, for the counterpriſe of ſo great an 
oppoſition. Say you ſo? ſay you ſo? | ſay unto you 
again, you are a ſhailow cowardiy hind, and you lie, 
What a lack-braia is this! By the Lord, our plot is a 
good plot as ever was laid, our friends true and con- 
ſtant ; a good plot, good friends, and full of expecta- 
tion ; an excellent plot, very good friends, What a 
froſty-ſpirited rogue is this ! why my Lord of York 
commends the plot, and the general courſe of the 
action. By this hand, if I were now by this raſcal, I 
could brain him with his lady's fan. Is there not my 
father, my uncle, and myſelf, Lord Edmund Mor- 
timer, my Lord of York, and Owen Clendetver ? Is 
there not beſides the Douglas? Have I not all their 
letters, to meet me in afms by the ninth of the next 
month? and are there not ſome of them ſet forward 
already? What a pagan raſcal is this! an infidel! ha! 
you ſhall ſee now, in my very ſincerity of fear and cold 
heart, will he to the King, and lay open ail our pro- 
ccedings. O, Icould divide myſelf, and go to buftets, 
for moving ſuch a diſh of ſkimm'd milk, with fo 
honouable an action! Hang him, let him tell the- 
king! we are prepared; I will ſet forward, to-night, 
Emer Lapy PERRY. 
How now, Kate! 1 muſt leave you within theſe two 
hours, 

Lady. O, my good Lord! why are you thus alone? 
For what offence have I this fortnight been | 
A baniſh'd woman from my Harry's bed? 
Teil me, ſweet Lord, what is't that takes from thee 
Thy ſtomach, pleaſure, and thy golden ſleep ? 
Why doſt thou bend thy eyes upon the earth, 
And ſtart ſo often, when thou fitt'it alone? 
* O! what portents are theſe ? 


Some 


* 


* The following lines well merit preſervation, and we believe 
are only fejected by the ſtage, bec-uſe Lady Percy is fe.dom 
perſonated by a principal actreſs: they preſent a five picture of 
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Some heavy buſineſs hath my Lord in hand, 
And I muſt know it; elſe he loves not. | 
| Hot. What, hoa ! Is Gilliams with the packet gone? 


Servant within, LN 

Ser. He is, my Lord, an hour agone. [ſheriff? 

Hot. Hath Butler brought thoſe horſes from the 

Serv. One horſe, my Lord, he brought ev'n now. 

Het. What horſe? a roan, a crop- ear, is it not? 

Sery, It is, my Lord. 

Hor. That roan ſhall be my throne. 
Well, I will back him ſtrait. O Eſperance! 
Bid Butler lead him forth into the park. 

Lady. But hear you, my Lord! 

Hot. What ſay'ſt thou, my Lady? 

Lady. What 1s it carries you away? 

Het. Why my horſe, my love; my horſe. 

Lady. Out, you mad-headed ape! a weazel hath not 
Such a deal of ſpleen, as you are toſt with. | 
In faith, I'll know your bufineſs, that I will! 
fear my brother Mortimer doth ſtir, 

About his title, and hath ſent for you, 
To line his enterprize: but if you go 

Het. — So far a foot, I ſhall be weary, love. 


— 


Lady. Come, come, you paraquito, anſwer me 


— Thou ſict'ſt alone? _, 

Why haſt thou loſt the freſh blood in thy cheeks, 

And giv'n my treaſures and my rights of thee, 

To thick eyed mufing and curs'd melancholy ? 

In thy faint flumbers I by thee have watch'd, 

And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars: 

Speak terms of manage to thy bounding fteed ; 

Cry—Courage—to the field—and thou haſt talk'd 

Of ſallies and retreats ; ot trenches, tents, 

Of palliſadoes, frontiers, parapers ; 

Of baſiliſks, of cannon, culverin: _ 

Of priſoners* ranſom ; and of ſoldiers ſlain, 
And all the current of a heady fight, 

Thy ſpirit within thee hath been ſo at war, 

And thus hath ſo beſtired thee in thy ſleep, 
That beads of ſweat have ſtood upon thy brow, 

Like bubbles in a late diſturbed itream ; 

And in thy face ſtrange motions have appear'd, 

Such as we ſee when men reſtr2in their breath, 
On ſome great ſudden baſte—Uh ! what portents, &c, 


Din 
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Directly to this queſtion, I ſhall aſk. 
Il break thy little finger, Harry, 542% 
An if thou will not tel me all Nauen true. . 

Hot. Away, away, you trifler!—lovet I love thee | 
I care not for thee, Kate! this is no world, not; 
To play with mammets,“ and to tilt with lips nn 
We muſt have bloody noſes, and crack'd crowns, 
And paſs them current, too—odds me, my horſe }''+ 
What ſay'ſt thou, Kate ? what would'ſ thou have with 

o you not love me? do you not indeed ?{ me? 

well. % not then : for, fince you love me nor, 
I will not love myſelf. Do you not love me? 
Nay, tell me, if thou ſpeak in jeſt, or no? a 

vt, Come, wilt thou ſee me ride? DIES! 
And when I'm o'horſe-back, I will ſwear 
I love thee infinitely, But hark you, Kate, 
I muſt not have you henceforth queltion me, 
Whither I go; nor reaſon, whereabout : 
Whither I muſt, I muſt: and, to conclude,” | 
This evening muſt | leave thee, gentle Kare, 
I know you wiſe; but yet no further wiſe, 
Than Harry Percy' s wife : conftant you wh 
But yet a woman ; and for ſecrecy, 
No lady cloſer; for I well believe, n «fx 
Thou wilt not utter what thou doſt not know; «+ - 
And fo far will I truſt thee, gentle Kate. + 

Lady. How! ſo far? 

Hot. Not an inch farther. Buthark you, Kate, | 
Whither I go, thither ſhall you go too, X 
To-day will I ſet forth, to-morrow you. 

Will this content you, Kare? 


Lach. It muſt, of fore. 2 
SCENE changes to the Boar's-Head Tomes in OY 
Cheap. 


Enter Prince Hunzy and Por NS. 


P. Henry. Ned, pr'ythee come out of that fat · room, 
and lend me thy hand to laugh a little. 


* Mammets—puppets. 

- + The propriety of a huſband, in Hotſpur's fituation, not attic 
a matter of ſuch yaſt importance with his wife, which her love 
mightmake her injure or deftroy „is very b and no breach 
of relative duty. 


C x Po: *. 
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Poins, Where haſt thou been, Hal? | 

P. Henry. With three ot four loggerheads, amongſt 
three or four ſcore hogſheads, I have ſounded the very 
baſe-ſtring of humility. Sirrah, I am ſworn brother to 
a leaſh of drawers, and can call them all by their 
chriſtian names, as Tom, Dick, and Francis. To con- 
clude, I am ſo good a proficient. in one quarter of an 
hour, that I can drink with any tinker in his own lan- 
guage: but, ſweet Ned—(to ſweeten which name of 

ed, I give thee this pennyworth of ſugar, clapt even 
now into my hand by an under-ſkinker, one that 
never ſpake other Engliſh, in his life, than Fighr 
ſhillings and fixpence, and Von are welcome, Sir; with 
this ſhrill addition, ann, anon, Sir; ſcore a pint of 
baſtard in the Half-moon, or ſo.] But, Ned, to drive 
away the time, till Fa//2f comes, I pr'ythee do thou 
ſtand in ſome bye-room, while I queſtion my puny 

+ drawer to What end he gave me the ſugar; and do 

thou never leave calling Francis, that his tale to me 
may be nothing but, Aen. Step aſide, and 1']] ſhew 
thee a precedent, [ Poing retires, 

Poing. Francis. 

P. Henry. Thou art perfect. 

Peins, Francis ,— | 

Enter FRANCTS the Dranver. 


Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. Look down into the Pom- 
granet, Ralph, | i 
P. Henry. Come hither, Francis. 
Fran. My Lord. 3 
P. Henry. How long haſt thou to ſerve, Frarcis? 
Fran, Forſooth, five years, and as much as to 
Point. Francis, — + WE ts 
Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. | 
P. Henry. Rive years by'r lady, a long leaſe for the 
clinking of pewter. But, Francis, dareſt thou be ſo va- 
liant as to play the coward with thy indenture, and 
ſhew it a fair pair of heels, and run from ir? 


This character of Francis, it is true, has no connection with 
the fable; but probably was introduced to exemplify what the 
Prince of Wales had aflerted juft before, namely, that he had 
ſounded the very baſe ſtring of humility, 


* 


Fran. 
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Fran. O Lord, Sir! I'll be ſworn upon all the 
books in England, I could find it in my heart | 

Poing. Francis, — - 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. Henry. How old art thou, French 
N Let me ſee, about Michaelmas next, 1 ſhall 

Pains, Franci; 

Fran. Anon, Sir, Pray you ſtay a little, my Lend. 

P, Henry. Nay, but hark you, Francis; for the 
ſugar thou gaveſt me, twas a pennyworth, was't not? 

Fran. O Lord! I would it had been two! 

P. Henry, Iwill give thee for it a thouſand pound: 
aſk me when tbou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it. 

Point. Frantis, 

Fran. Anon, anon. 

P. Henry. Anon, Francis! no, Francis, but to-mor- 
row, Francis; or, Francis, on Thurſday; or, indeed, 
Francis, when thou wilt. But, Francis, 

Fran.” My Lord, 

P. Henry. Wilt thou rob this leathern-jerkin, 
cryſtal- — k not · pated, agat- ring, puke · ſtockia g, 
caddice-garter, ſmooth tongue, Spaniſh- pouch? 

Fran. O Lord, Sir! who do you mean! 

P. Henry. Why then, your brown baſtard is your 
only drink; for look you, Francis, your white canvas 
doublet will ſully. In Barbary, Sir, it cannot come 
to ſo much. 

Fran. What, Sir? 

Point. Francis, 

P. Henry. Away, you ropes! doft thou not her 
them call? | 

Here they bath call; the drawer ard. amazed, 
wot knowing cadied away 70 20. 
Enter Hos r Ess. | 

hp. My Lord, old Sir Fobn, with half a 40203 

more, are at the door. Shall I let them in! ö 
P. Henry. Let them alone, awhile, and then =” 
the door, Poing,—- R 


* 


Enter ende | 


4 


Pini. Anon, anon, Sir. 11 156 tage 
1 X C 2 ; P. Henry, 


- 


1 
- 
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P. Henry. Sirrah, Falfaff; and the reſt of the thieves, 
are at the door: ſhall we be merry? | 
Point. As merry as crickets, my lad. But hark ye; 


what morn; frame have you. made with this jeſt of 


the drawer? Come, what's the iſſue ? 

P. Henry, | am now of all humours, that have 
ſhewed themſelves humours, ſince the old days of 
good-man Adam, to the-pupil age of this preſent 
tu elve o'clock at mid night. What's o'clock, Francis ? 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. | 

P. Henry. That ever this fellow ſhould have fewer 
words than a parrot, and yet the ſon of a woman !— 
His induſtry is up ſtairs and down ſtairs ; his eloquence 
the parcel of a reckoning. I am not yet of Per“ 
mind, the Harſpur of the North; he that kills me 
fome ſix or ſeven dozen of Scots, at a breakfaſt, 
waſhes his hands, and ſays to his wife, Fye upon this 
quiet life! I want work. O my ſweet Harry! ſays ſhe, 
how many haſt thou kill'd, to day? Give my roan- 
horn a drench, ſays he, and anſwers, ſome fourteen, an 
hour after; a trifle ! a trifle ! I pr'ythee call in Fa: 
I'll play Percy, and that damn'd brawn ſhall play 
dame Mortimer, his wiſe. Ribi,+ ſays the drunkard. 
Call in ribs, call in tallow, h 


Friier FatlsTarr, Gans-Hill, BakDOLPH, and 


| PEro. 
Poins, Welcome, Jack! where haſt thou been?t 
Fal. A plague of all cowards, I ſay, and a 


- vengeance too, marry and Amen! Give me a cup 


of ſack, boy — Ere I lead this life long, I'll ſew nether 
ſocks, and mend them, and foot them too, A plague 
of all cowards! give me a cup of ſack, rogue! Is 
there no virtue extant? Fa drinks. 

P. Henry, Didſt thou never ſee Titan kiſs a diſh of 
þ;uter, (pitiful-hearted Titan) that melted, at the 


The Prince apologizes prettily here for his own levity, by 


giving a pleaſant aad whimſical, but juſt picture, of his romantic 


rival. + Ridi, drink. 

1 This ſcene, in the original, is too long; therefore is cur- 
tailed of a mock trial the author introduced; which rather 
checked and loaded the main buſineſs, notwithſtanding a vein of 


pure comedy runs through it, 
Gn. ſweet 
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ſweet tale of the ſun ? If thou _ then behold _ 
compound, 
Fal. You rogue, here's Knots this ſack. $00; There 
is nothing but roguery to be foundin villainous man 
et a coward is worſe than u cup of ſack with time in 
8 A villainous coward I -go thy ways, old Fack; die 
when thou wilt ; if manhood, good manhood, be not 
forgot upon the face of the earth, then am ſ a ſhotten- 
herring. There live not three god men unhang'd in 
England, end one of them is fat, and grows old. 
Heaven help the while, a bad world | | ſay: a plague | 
of all cowards ! | ſay ſtil. 
P. Henry. Ho now, Woolfack ! ! what matter you ? 
Fal A king's ſon! 1f I do not beat thee out of thy 
kingdom with a dagger of latn, and drive all thy ſab- 
jects afore thee like a flock of wild geeſe, {'!] never 
wear hair on my face more! You prince of Wales 
* Þ, Henry Why, you whorſon round man! what” $ 


the matte? 
Fal Are you not a coward ? ener me og that; 


and Point there ? 
P. Henry. Ye fat-paunch, and ye me coward, 


I'll tab thee. 

Fal. | call thee coward! I'll ſee thee'damn'd ere 
I'll call thee coward ; but I would give a | thouſand 
pound I could run as faſt as thou canſt. You are 
itraight enough in the ſhoulders; you care not who 
ſees your back: call you that backing of your 
friends ? A plague upon ſuch backing! give me them 
that will fice me—G:ve me a cup of ack : 1 am a 
rogue, if I have drank to-day; 

P. Henry. O villain! thy lips are _ „ir d dne, 
thou drankꝰ'ſt laſt. 

Fal. Ail's one for that. [He chin, 4 
A plague of ail cowards! till, ſay L X > war 

Henry. What's the matter? 1 5 

Fal. What's the matter! here be four of us 'have * 
ta'en a thouſand pound this moraing, 92 

P. Henry. Where. is it, Jact, where is ijt? 

The confident boaſtful importance of Sir John, * Ami 
rable prologue to che 9 a he is WN after 


brought into, 
| EE 1. 
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Fal. Where is it ! taken from us, it is : a hundred 
upon poor four of us. = | 
P. Henry.” What! a hundred, man ? | 

Fal. Lam a rogue, if I were not at half-ſword with 

a dozen of them, two hours together. I have eſcaped 
by miracle. I am eight times thruſt through the dou- 
blet, four through the hoſe, my buckler cut through 
and through, my ſword hack'd like a hand-ſaw, ecce 

; m I never dealt better fince I was a man: all 
would not do. A plague of all cowards !—-let them 
ſpeak ; if they ſpeak more or leſs than truth, they are 
villains, and the ſons of darkneſs. | | 

P. Henry. Speak, Sirs, how was it ? 

Pe” Gad. We four ſet upon ſome dozen, 
ow / Fal. Sixteen, at leaſt, my Lord. 

| Gads.' And bound them. 

Pet. No, no, they were not bound. 

Fal. Vou rogue, they were bound, every man of 
them, or I am Jew elſe, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gads. As we were ſharing, ſome fix or ſeven freſh 

men ſet upon us. ] 

5 — 4 And unbound the reſt, and then came in the 
1% Other. 
1 P. Henry, What, fought ye with them all? 

Fal. All > Fknow not what you call all; but if I 
fought not with fifty of them, I am a bunch of radiſh 
if there were not tw o or three and fifty upon poor old 
Fack, then am I no'two-legged creature. 

Hoist. Pray heav'n, you have not murdered ſome of 
r | 

Fal. Nay, that's paſt praying for. I have pepper'd 

+ two: of.them ; two, I am fure, I have pay'd, two 

38 rogues in buckram ſuits. I tell thee what, Hal, if I 

78 teſh thee a lie, ſpit in my face, call me horſe; thou 

know'ſt my old ward: here I lay, and thus I bore my 
point; four rogues in buckram let drive at me.“ 

| P. Hewry.) What, four? Thou ſaid'ſ but two, even 

KH now. « | | 

8 Fal. Four, Hal, 1 told thee four. 

=) - Point, Ay, ay, he ſaid four. 

if | | The ſueceſſion of Falſtaff's lies, the circumftantial confufion 
of his ſtory, the braggadocio picture held forth, and the Prince's 
palpable detection of bim, are extremely pleaſant, 
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Fal. Theſe four came all a- front, and mainly thruſt 
at me: I made no more: ado, but togk * their ſeven 
in my target, thus. | 
P Henry. Seven! why there were but four, even 

now. : 
Fal. In buckram. * 

Point. Ay, four, in buckram Gs 5 855) 

Fal. Seven, by theſe hilts, or I am a villain elſe. 

P. Henry. Pr'ythee let him alone; we ſhall er 
more, anon. 17 

Fal. Doſt thou hear me, Hal 55: 

P. Henry. Ay, and mark thee too, Fack, | 

Fal Do 205 for it is worth the liſtening to. Theſe 
nine in buckram, that I told thee of 

P. Henry. So, two more, already. 

Fal. Their points being broken 


Poins, Down fell nis hoſe, * 


Fal. Began to give me ground; but I follow'd 
them cloſe, came in foot and hand, and, with a 
thought, ſeven of the eleven I pay'd. 

P. Henry. O monſtrous! eleven buckram men 
grown out of two, 


Fal. But as the devil would have it, three miſ. be- 


gotten knaves, in Kendal Green, came at my back, 
and let drive at me; (for it was ſo dark Hal, that thou 
could'ſ not ſee thy hand.) | 

P. Henry. Theſe lies are like the father that begets 
them, groſs as a mountain, open, palpable, Why, 
thou clay brain'd guts, thou knotty-pated fool, thou 
whoreſon obſcene greaſy tallow-catch 

Fal. What, art thou mad? Art thou mad? [s not the 
truth, the truth? 

P. Henry. Why, how-could'@t thou know theſe men 
in Kendal Green, when it was ſo dark thou could'ſt 
not ſee thy hand? Come, tell us your reaſon : what 
ſay'ſt thou to this? 

Point. Come, your reaſon, Jack, your reaſon... } 

Fal. What, upon compulſion? No. Were Lat the 
ſtrappado, or all the racks in the world, I would 
not tell you on compulſion. Give you a reaſon on 
compaliion ! If reaſons were as plenty as black-ber- 
ries, I would give no man a reaſon upon compul- 


Kon. 11 1 P. Henry, 


3 ; 
% 2 1 a ” - 
— 


T7 * _ 8 
- - i TS — 5 
—— —— —— 2— * 
ms um ü no pp ETWWRn. apr nmr. ro 
4 hl 1 = \ \ 
5 - * LY 
* * 3 = 


32 THE FIRST PART OF A. 
P. Henry, I'll be no longer guilty of this fin, 
This fanguine coward, this bed-prefſer, this: horſes 
back-brea er, this huge hill of fleſh= 

Fal. Away, you ſtarveling, you elt-ſkin, you dry'd 
neat's tongue, bull's pizzle, you flock-fiſh ! O, for 
breath to utter what if like thee | vou t ylor's yard, 
you ſheath, you bow-caſe, you vile ſtanding tuck—— 

P. Henry. Weil, bre-the a while, and then to't 
again; and when thou haſt rir'd — in baſe com- 

iſons, hear me ſpe nk but this. 

Points. Mark, Jack. 

P. Henry. We two ſaw vou four ſor on four} you 
bound them, and were matters of their wealth: mark“ 
now, how a plain ta'e ſhall put y6u down. Then did 

'we two ſet on you four, and; with a Word. eut-fac'd 
you from your prize, and have It; ven, and can ſhe it 
you here in the houſe. And, Fase you carry*d 
your guts away as nimbly, with/as quick dexterity, 
and roar'd for mercy, and ſtill}ran and roar'd, as ever 
I heard bull-calf. What a ſlave art thou, 10 b. ck thy 
ſword as thou haſt done, and then ſay t was n fight! 
- What trick, what device, wha: it-rt1ng-ho'e canſt 
thou now find out, to hide thee from this open and 


apparent ſhame ? 
Poins. Come, let's hear, Fack ; what _ haſt mou 


| now ? 


Fal. Ha! ha! ha! d'ye think 1 did not know you? 
By the Lord, I knew you as well as he that made yoo. ' 
Why, hear ye, my maſters, was it for me to kill the 
heir-apparent? Should I turn opon the rue Prince? 
Why, thou knoweſt | am as valiant as Hercules: but 
beware inſtint; the lion wil! not tuch the true 
Prince; naten is a great matter. I was a coward 
on inſtinct, I grant you: and [I ſhall think-the better 
of myſelf and thee, during my life 3 4 for @ valiant 
lion, and thou for a true prince,F Rut, my lads, 1 
am glad von have the money, "Hoſteſs, clap to the 
doors; watch to-night, pray to- morrow. Gallants, 


* During this ſpeech of Henry's, Falftaff requires very for- 
cible ſtrength of look, to confeſs the detection which he endea- 


yours to conceal. 


+ The turn Six John gives to ſo diſgraceful a diſcovery, * 
pregnant withiſter ling humour. 1 
3, 


— 


441]. -. KING HENRY IV. 33 


lads, boys, hearts of gold, all the titles of good fellow- 
ſhip come to you! What, - ſhall we be merry ? Shall 
we have a play extempore ? 


. Henry. Content !— and the argument hall be, 3 


thy running away. | WB 
Fal. Ab - no more of that, Hal, if thou loveſt me. 
Enter HosTessS. Ks... 

Heft. O my Lord, my Lord the prince! 

P. Henry, How now, my Lady the hoſteſs; what 
ſay'ſt thou to me? F Dus «8434 

Hoſt. Marry, my Lord, there is a nobleman of the 
court at the door would ſpeak with you; he ſays he 
comes from your father. 4 

P. Henry. Give him as much as will make him 
a royal man, and ſend him back again to my mother. 

Fal. What manner of man is ke ? 

He An old man, 

Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed at midnight? 
Shall I give him his anſwer? 

P. Henry. Pr'ythee do, Jack, | 

Fal. Faith, and I'll ſend him packing. [ Exit. 

P. Henry. Now, Sits, you fought fair ; ſo did- you, 
Peta : ſo did you, Bardolph : you are lions too; you 
ran away upon inſtin&t; you will not touch the true 
prince; no, fy! +4 ©. | * 

Bard. Faith, I ran when I ſaw others run. 

P. Henry. Tell me now in earneſt, how came 
Faifiaff's ſword ſo hackt? | 3 
Peto. Why, he hackt it with his dagger, and ſaid, 
he would ſwear truth out of England, but he would 
make you believe it was done in fight, and perſuaded 
vs to do the like. 2.80 14 A 5 

Bard. Vea, and to tickle our noſes with ſpear-grats, 
to make them bleed, and then beflubber our gar- 
ments with it, and ſwear it was the blood of true men, 
I did that I did not theſe ſeven years before—l bluſh'd, 
to hear his monſtrous devices. 


P. Henry. O villain! thu ſtoleſt a cup of fack 


eighteen gory ago, and wert taken in the manner, 
and ever fince thou haſt bluſh'd extempore. Thon 
hadſt fire and ſword on thy ſide, and yet thou ranneſt 
away; what inſtin& hadſt thou for it? 1 
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Bard. My lord, do you ſee theſe meteors ? Doyou 
behold theſe exhalations? 
P. Henry. | do. 
Bard. What think you they portend? - 
P. Henry. Hot livers and cold purſes. 
Bard. Choler, my lord, if rightly taken. 
P. Henry. No, if rightly taken, halter, 
+. | Re-enter FALSTAFF, | 
Here comes lean Jack, here comes bare. bone. How 
now, my ſweet creature of bombaſt!“ how long is't 
ago, Fark, fince thou ſaw'ſt thy own knee? + 
Fal. My own knee? When | was about thy years, 
Hal, I was not an eagle's talon in the waiſt; 1 could 
bave crept into an alderman's thumb-ring: a plague 
of ſighing and grief, it blows a man up like a bladder. 
There's villainous news abroad: here was Sir John 
Braby from your father; you muſt go to the court in 
the morning. That ſame mad fellow of the north, 
Percy—-and he of Wales, that gave Amamon the 
baſtinado, and made Lucifer cuckold, and ſwore the 
devil his true liegeman -upon the croſs of a Welſh 
hook, what a plague call you him— 
Peins. O, Glendower. 
Fial. . Owen; the ſame; and his fon-in-law, 
8 and old Northumberland, and that ſpright| 
Scot of Scots, Douglas, that runs a horſeback up a hill 
perpendicular, 
P. Henry. He that rides at bigh ſpeed, mL _ 
piſtol kills a ſparrow flying. 
Fal. You have hit it. 
P. Henry. So did he never the ſp 
Fal. Well, that raſcal hath good mecal in him, he 
will not run. 
P. Henry. Why, what a raſcal/art thou then, to 
1 — ſo for running? 
Fal. A horſeback, ye cuckow !—But afoot, he wil 
not budge a foot. 
P. Hey. Yes, Jack, upon inſtin&.+- 


Bombaſt is well applied to Falſtaff; he being, like inflated 

language, of great ſound and ſhew, with little meaning. 
+ The Prince's occaſional alluſions to Falſtaff's oy rr are 
vaſtly pleaſant and pertinent, If "LS 7 } 
ai, 


— 
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Fal. I grant ye, upon inſtinct. Well, he is there 
too and one Mordake,and a thouſand blue-caps more. 
a Worceſter is ſtol'n away by night. Thy father's beard 
is turn'd white with the news. You may buy land 
now as cheap as ſtinking mackatel. | 75 
P. Hern. Then tis like, if there come a hot Jane, 
and this civil buffeting hold, we ſhall buy maiden- 
heads, as they buy hob-nails, by the hundred. 
Fal. By the maſs, lad, thou ſay'ſt true; it is-like 
we ſhall have good trading, that way. But tell me, 
Hal, art not thou horribly afraid ? Thou being heir- 
apparent, could the world pick thee out three ſuch 
enemies again as that fiend Douglas, that ſprite Percy, 
| and that devil Glendower?, Art not thou horribly 
| afraid? Doth not-thy blood thrill at it. 

P. Henry. Not a whit, i'faith ; 1 lack ſome of thy 
| inſtinct. 
| Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid, to-morrow, 
| when thou comeſt to thy father. If thou do love me, 
| practiſe an anſwer. 

Re-enter the HosTEss, 

Hoft. O, my Lord, my Lord! | 

Fal. Heigh, heigh! the devil rides upon a fiddle- 
ſtick. What's the matter? 

Hoſt. The ſheriff and all the watch are at the door: 
they are come to ſearch the houſe. Shall I let them in? 

Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? Never call a true piece 
of gold a counterfeit. Thou art eſſentially mad 
without ſeeming ſo. | 

P. Henry. And thou a natural coward, without 
inſtinct. | a 

Fal. I deny your major. If you will deny the 
ſheriff, ſo; if not, let him enter. If I become not a 
cart as well as another man, a plague on my bying- 
ing up: I hope I ſhall as ſoon be ſtrangled with a 
halter as another. ; 

P. Henry, Call in the ſheriff. [ Exit Heftes. 
Go hide thee behind the arras, the teſt walk up 
above. Now, my maſters, for a true face and good 
conſcience. 

Fal. Both which I have had; but their date is oit, 
and therefore 1']] hide me, [Exeunt Fal. Bard. Tc. 
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Enter SHBRIPF and CARRIER. 
P. Henry. Now, maſter Sheriff, what is your will 
with me? t be 
Sher. Firſt, pardon me, my Lord ! a hue and cry 
Hath follow'd certain men into this houſe. 
P. Henry. What men? © a 
Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious 
A proſs fat man. 3 4 Lord; 
Car. As fat as butter. Hi 
P. Henry. The man, I do aſſure you, is not here, 
For 1 myſelf at this time have employ'd him ; 
And, Sheriff, I engage my word to thee, 
That I will, by to-morrow dinner-time, 
Send him to anſwer thee, or any man, 
For any thing he ſhall be charg'd withal ; 
And ſo, let me entreat you, leave the houſe. 
Sher, I will, my Lord. There are two gentlemen 
Have in this robbery loſt three hundred marks. 
P. Henry. It may be ſo. If he have robb'd theſe 
He ſhall be anſwerable : and ſo farewell, [men, 
Sher. Good night, my noble Lord. 
P. Henry. I think it is good morrow, is it not? 
Sber. Indeed, my Lord, I think it be two o'clock, 
Exit. 
P. Henry. This oily raſcal is known as well as Paul's. 
Go, call him forth. | 
Point. Falflaff /—Faft aſleep behind the arras, and 
ſnorting like a horſe, 
P. Henry. Hark, how hard he fetches breath. Search 
his pockets. 
[ Pains ſearches his pockets, and finds certain papers. 
What haſt thou found ? | | 
Point. Nothing but papers, my Lord. 
P. Henry. Let's ſee, what be they? 
[Takes a paper and reads. 
Tiem. A capon, 2s 6d.“ . 
Item. Sauce, 4d. : 
Item. Sack, two gallons, 5s 8d. | | 
Jem. Anchovies and ſack after ſupper, 28 6d. 


„Though tbe picking Falftaff's pocket may tranfiently appear 

a trifling circumftance, it happily lays the foundation of future 
humour ; and reading the bill heightens his character. þ 
; tems 
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Lem. Bread, a halfpenay. | 
O monſtcou;! but one halfpenny-worth of bread to 
this intolerable deal of ſack! what there is elſe keep 
cloſe, we'll read it at more advantage; there let him 
feep till day. [I'll to the court in the morning: e 
muſt all to the was, and thy place ſhall be honourable. 
'll- procure this fat rogue a charge of foot, and, I 
know, his death will be a march of twelve ſcore; The 
money ſhall be paid back again with advantage. Be 
with me betimes in the morning: and ſo, good - mor- 
row, Poins. | 444 a 
Point. Good-morrow, my Lord.  [Excant. 


—_—_— 
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ACT: Ih: n 
SCENE changes to the Proſence Chamber in Windſor. 
Enter King HsnaYy,* Prince of Wars, Lords and 


others. - | | 
T. Henry. + LORDS, give us leave; the Prinee 
of Wale and 1 | 5 

Muſt have ſome private conference: but be near, 
For we ſhall preſeatly have need of you Ct. Lor 
I know not whether heaven will have ito, © 
For ſome diſpleafing ſervice I have done, 
That, in bis ſecret doom, out of my blood, 
He breeds revengement and-a ſcourge for me: 
But thou doft, in thy paſſages of life, 
Make me believe that thou art only mark'd 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of heav'n 
To puniſh my miſ-treadings. Tell me elſe, 
Could ſuch inordinate and low deſires; | 
Such poor, ſuch baſe, ſuch lewd, ſuch mean attempts; 
Such barten pleaſures, rude ſociety, - bf. 


— —_ 
— — 


\ 

» The King, in this ſcene, ſhould maintain an earneft dignity 
of expreffion, and an authoritative concern of countenance, The 
menarch and father fhould be well united. ae . 

+ As the author wrote the part of the King, in this conference 
with his ſon, it bore toa hard on the powers of the aftgr, and pa - 
tience of tbe audience; as they are at preſent reduced, they work 
a good effect, boch in utterance and peruſal; the dignity of cha - 
lader, paternal tenderneſs, and filial duty, ace all extremety well 
ſupported, | N 2 
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As thou art match'd withal and grafted to, 


Accompany the 8 of thy blood, 
And hold their level with thy princely heart ? 


F. Henry. So pleaſe your Majeſty, I wiſh I could 


Quit all, offences. with as clear excuſe 
As well as, I am doubtleſs, I can purge 
Myſelt of many I am charg'd withall : 
Yet ſuch extenuation let me beg, 2 
I may for ſome things true (wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wander'd, and irregular) 
Find pardon on my true ſubmiſſon.* P 
K. Henry. Heav'n pardon thee! yet let me wonder, 
At thy affections, which do hold a wing [ Harry, 
Quite from the flight of all thy anceſtors. 
Thy place in council thou haſt rudely loſt, 
Which by thy younger brother is ſupply'd; 
Aud art almoſt an alien tothe hearts wid 
Of all the court, and princes of my blood, 
Had I ſo laviſh of my preſence been, 
So common-hackney'd in the eyes of men, 
Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 
Had ſtill kept loyal to poſſeſſion, 
And left me, in reputeleſs baniſhment, 
A fellow of no mark, nor likelihood. 
By being ſeldom ſeen, | could not ſtir, 
But, like a comet, I was wonder'd at! 
That men would tell their children, This is he. 
Others would ſay, Where? Which is Bolingbroke ? 
But now there's not an eye 
But is a-weary of thy common ſight, 
Save mine, which hath defir'd to ſee thee more: 
Which now doth, what 1 would not have it do, 
Make blind itſelf with fooliſh tenderneſs, 
P. Henry. I ſhall hereafter, my thrice gracious 
Be more myfelf. [ Lord, 
K. Henry. For all the world, ay 
As thou art at this hour, was Richard chen, 
When 4 from France {et foot at Ravenſpurg ; 
And ev'n as I was then, is Percy now. 
Nen ſceptte, and my ſoul to boot, 
e hath more worthy intereſt in the ftate, 


From prince Henry we expect a modeſt ſenſibility of look, 


and ſuitable feeling of expreſivo, 
| Tran 
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Than thou, the ſhadow of ſucceſſion ! 
For, of no right, nor colour like to right, 
He doth fill fields with harneſs in the realm, 
Turns head againſt the lion's armed jaws ; 
And, being no more in debt to years than thou, 
Leads antient lords and rev'rend biſhops on, 
To bloody battles, and to bruiſing arms, 
What never-dying honour hath he got 
Againſt renowned Douglas / 
Thrice hath this Hotſpur, Mars, in ſwathing- clothes, 
This infant warrior, in his enterpriſes, MD 
Diſcomfited great Douglas, ta'en him once, 
Enlarg'd him, and made a friend of him, 
To fill the mouth of deep defiance up, | 
And ſhake the peace and ſafety of our throne. 
And what ſay you to this? Percy, Northumberland, | 
Th' archbiſhop's grace of York, Douglas, and Mirti- | 
Capitulate againſt us and are up, [ mer, 
But wherefore do I tell this news to thee ? : | 
Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes, ' | | = 
Which art my neat'ſt and deareſt enemy, * = 
vaſfal fear, ; | q 
* 
f 


For thou art like eneugh, through 
Baſe inclination, and the ſtart of ſpleen, 
To fight againſt me under Percy's pay; | 
To dog his heels, and court'ſy at his frowns, , 
To thew how much thou art degenerate, _ 
. Henry, Do not think ſo! you ſhall not find it ſo! 
And heav'n forgive them that ſo much have ſway's - 
Your Majeſty's good thoughts away from me! 13 
I will redeem all this on Percy's head: OY = 
And in the clofing of ſome glorious day,, = 
Be bold to tell you, chat I am your ſon; | = 
When I will wear a garment all of blood, * 
And ſtain my favours with a bloody maſk,  _ 
Which, waſh'd away, ſhall ſcow'r my ſhame with it, 
And that ſhall be the day, whene'er it lights, 
'That this ſame child of honour and renown, 
This gallant Ho//pur, this all praiſed knight, 
And your unthought of Harry, chance to meet: 
For every honour fitting on his helm, . - - + 
Would they were multitudes, and on my head 
My ſhames redoubled ! for the time wil come, 
That I ſhall make this * youth exchange 
. 
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His glorious deeds for my indignities. 
Percy is but my factor, good my Lord, 
T' engrofs up glorious deeds on my behalf; 
And I will call him to fo fin account, 
That he ſhall render every glory up, 
Or I will tear the reck'ning from his heart. 
This, in the name of heav'n, | promiſe here; 
The which, if I perform, and do ſurvive, 
I] do beſeech your Majeſty may ſalve 
The long-grown wounds of my intemperature-: 
If not, the end of life cancels all bonds; 
And I will die an hundred thouſand deaths, 
Ere break the ſmalleſt parcel of this vow.“ 
K. Henry. A hundred thouſand rebels die jo this! 
Thou ſhalt have charge, and ſovereign truſt herein. 
Enter Blur. 


How now good Blunt? thy looks are full of ſpeed. 


| Blunt, So is the buſineſs that I come to ſpeak of, 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſent word, 

Thit Deuglas and the Engliſh rebels met; 

Th' eleventh of this month, at Shrewſbury : 

A mighty and a pow'rful head they are, 

If promiſes be kept on every hand, 


As ever offered foul play in a ſtate, 


X. Henry. The earl of Weſtmorland ſet forth to-day, 
With him my ſon, Lord John of Lancaſter ; 
For this advertiſement is five days old. | 
On Wedneſday next Harry, thou ſhalt ſet forward 


On Thurſday we ourſelves will march. Our meeting 


Is at Bridgnorth; and, Harry, you ſhal! march 

'Thro' Glo'ſterſhire : by which, ſome twelve days hence, 

Our general forces at Bridgnorth ſhall meet. 

Our hands are full of buſineſs: let's away, 

Advyantage feeds them fat, while we delay. [ Exeunt, 

SCEN E changes to the Boar's Head Tavern in 

Eaſt-Cheap. f 5 
Enter Fals TAT and BARDOLPH. 12 

Fal, Bardolph, am not I fall'n away vilely fince this 


#® Never was a better reply offered ; | here the prince, rouſed _ 
from the'confufion of ame, ſpeaks with becoming ſpirit, which 


| pleafingly and properly ſurpriſes both his father and the audi» 
"ERCe, 
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laſt action? do I not bate? do I not dwindle? why 


my ſkin hangs about me like an old lady's looſe: 


own : I am wither'd like an old apple-john. Well, 
or repent, and that ſuddenly, while I am ia ſome 
liking ; I ſhall be out of heart ſhortly, and then] ſhall 


have no ſtrength to repent. An I have not forgotten 


what the inſide of a church is made of, I am a pepper- 
corn, a brewer's horſe. The inſide of a church! 


1 villainous company, bath deen the ſpoil of 


"Rank Sir John, you are ſo frerful, you cannot live 


long. 
Fal. There it is. Come ſing me a hawdy dag. o 


make me merry. I was as virtuoully given as a gen- 
tleman need to be; virtuous enough; ſwore little; 
diced not above ſeven times a week; went to a baw- 
dy-houſe not above once in a quarier—of an hour; 
paid money, that I borrowed—three or four times; 
liv'd well, and in ue compaſs; and now d liveoes 
of all order, out of all compals. i OY 


Bard. Why you are ſo fat, Sir Jab, thee; you | 


muſt needs be out of all compaſs; out of all reaſons 
able compaſs, Str John, 


Fal. Do thou amend thy face, and I'll amend my ö 


life, Thou art our ad miral; he beareth the lanthora 


in the poop, but '' tis in the noſe of thee. Thou art 


the knight of the burning lamp. 

Bard. Why Sir 7obn, my face does you no harm. 

Fal. No, I'll be ſworn, I make as good uſe of it 
as many a man doth of a death's-head, or a mements 
mori. I never ſee thy face but | think. upon hell-fire; 
when thou rann'ft up Gads- Hill in the night, to catch 
my horſe,” if I did not think thou hadit been an dgzis 
Fatuusr, or a ball of wild-fire, there's no purchaſe in 
money. O, thou art a perpetual triumph, an everlaſt. 


ing bonfire light! Thou haſt ſaved me many a thou- 


ſand marks, in links and torches, walking with thee 


ia the night betwixt tavern to tavern; but the ſack 


that thou haſt drunk me, would have bou ht me 
lights as cheap, at the deareſt chandler's in Any 


I have maintained that Salamander of yours with fire, 


D3 any 
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any time this two-and-thirty years, heav'n reward 
me for it. 1 ' 
Bard. | would m face were in your belly. 
Fal. So ſhould J be ſure to be heart-burned. 
Ester HosTtss. & 3434 
How now, dame Partlet the hen, have you enquired 
yet who pick d my pocket? 

He. Why, Sir John, what do you think, Sir John ? 
do you think 1 keep thieves in my houſe ? have 
ſearch'd, I have eaquired, ſo has my Huſband, man 
by man, boy by boy, ſervant by ſervant : the tythe of 
a hair was never loſt in my houſe before. 

Fal. Le lie, Hoſteſs ; I'll be ſworn, my pocket was 
picked g go to, you area woman, go. 

Hef. Who I? I defy thee, I was never calld fo 
in mine own kouſe before. 

Fal. Go. to; I know you well enough. 

Het. No, Sir Jobu; you do not know me, Sir John. 
I know/you Sir Jen; you owe me money, Sir John ; 
and now you pick a quarrel; to begoile me of it, I 
bought you a dozen ſhirts to your back. 

Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas! I have given them 
away to bakers' wives, and they have made boulters 
of them." 

Hot. Now, as I ama true woman, holland of eight 
ſhillings: an ell. You owe money here, beſides, Sir 
Jebn, for your diet, and by-drinkings, and mone 
jent you, four and twenty pounds. | 

 *Fal, He had his part of it: let him pay. 

Haft. He'? alas! he is poor; he hath nothing. 

Fal. How ! poor? look upon his face: what call 
you rich? let him coin his noſe, let him coin his 
cheeks ; I'Il not pay a denier. What, will you make 
a yonker of me? ſhall I not take mine eaſe at mine 
inn, but I ſhall have my pocket picked ? I have loſt 

a ſeal- ring of my (grandfather's worth forty marks. 

Heſl. have heard the prince tell him, I know not 

how oft, that the ring was copper. 


* This quarrel between Falſtaff and his Hofteſs is laughably 
carried on; his invincible ſpirit of boaſting and lying, brings 
him into 4 whimſical dilemma, with the Prince, who plays upon 
kim in this ſcene, with peculiar pleaſantry. Fa 


— 
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Fal. How? the prince is a Jack, a ſneak- cup; and 
if he were here, I would cudgel him like a dog, if 
he would ſay-ſo. - [ 4 march, 

Enter Prince HN Y marching , and PxTO: Far- 
STAFF meets them. \ - = 

Fal. How now, lad, is the wind in that door? muſt 
we all march? _ 

Bard. Yea; two and two, Newgate-faſhion. 

Hot. My Lord, I pray you hear me. 

P. Henry. What ſay'ſt thou Miſtreſs Quickly? how 
does your huſband? I love him well; he is an honeſt 
man. g : 


Hoft. Good my Lord, hear me. 
Fal. Pr'ythee, let her alone and lift to me. 
P. Henry. What ſay'ſt thou, Jack? WEN 
Fal. The other night I fell aſleep here behind the 
arras, and had my pocket pickt. This houſe is tyfned 
bawdy-houſe: they pick pockets, 
?. Henry, What did'ſt thou loſe, Jack ? 
Fal. Wilt thou believe me Hal? three or four 
bonds of forty pounds apiece, and a feal-ring of my 
grandfather's. ' | , 
P. Henry. A trifle, ſome eight-penny mattter ! | 
Hit. So I told him, my Lord; and I ſaid, I heard 
your Grace ſay ſo: and, my Lord, he ſpeaks moſt 
vilely of you, like a foul mouth'd man as he is, and 
ſaid, he would cudgel you. 
P. Henry, What | he did not? 
Hef. There's neither faith, truth, nor womanhood, 
in me elſe. "I 
Fal. There's no more faith in thee, than in a ſtewed 
prune; no more truth in thee, than in a drawn fox; %x 
and for womanhood, maid Marian may be a deputy's 
wife of the ward to thee, Go, you thing, go! 
Hoft. Say, what thing! what thing! 
Fal. What thing? why, a thing to thank heaven on. 
He. I am nothing to thank heaven on, I would 
thou ſhould' know it: Il am an honeſt man's wife? 
and ſetting thy knighthood aſide, thou art a knave 
to call me ſo. ; | 
Fal. Setting thy womanhood aſide, thou art a beaſt 
to ſay otherwiſe. ; 
- Hoff. 
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Hoſt. A beaſt !— ſay, what beaſt, thou knave thou? 
Fal. What beaft? Why, an otter. x N 

P. Henry. An otter, Sir John, why an otter ? 

Fal. Why? ſhe's neither ſiſh nor fleſh; à man 
knows not where to have her. | 

Heft. Thon art an unjuit man in ſaying ſo; thou, 
or any man knows where to have me; thou knave, 
thou. | 
P. Henry. Thou ſay'ſt true, Hoſteſs, and he lan» 
ders thee moſt groſly. j 

Heß. So he doth you, my Lord, and ſaid, this other 
day, you ow'd him a thouſand pound ? | 

P. Henry. Sirrah, do I owe you a thouſand pound ? 

Fal. A thouſand pound Hel! a million; thy love 
is worth a million; thou oweſt me thy love. 

Ha. Nay my Lord, he call'd you Fack, and ſaid he 
would cudgel you. 

Fal. Did l, Bardolph ? 

Bard. Indeed, vir John, you ſaid fo. 

Fal. Yea, if he ſaid my ring was copper. 

P. Henry. | ſay, *tis copper. Dart thou be as 

ood as thy word ncw? | 

Fal. Why, Hal, thou know'ſt, as thou art but a 
men, I dare; but as thou art a prince, I fear thee, as 
I tear the roaring of a lion's whelp. 

P. Henry. And why not as the lion ? 

Fal. Tne King himſelf is to be feared as the lion; 
doſt thou think, I'Il fear thee, as I fear thy father? 
nay, if I do, let my girdle break ! 

P. Henry. O, if it ſhould, how would thy guts fall 
about thy knees ! why, thou whorſon, impudent, 
imboſs'd“ raſcal, it there were any thing in thy pock- 
et but tavern-reckonings, memorandums of bawdy- 
houſes, and one poor penny-worth of ſugar-candy to 
make thee long-winded ; and yet you will ſtand to it, 


you will not pocket up Wongs. Art thou not 


aſham'd? | 

Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? thou know'ſt in the 
ſtate of innocency, Adam fell; and what ſhould poor 
Tack Falſtaff do, in the days of villainy ? thou ſeeſt, 
* Imboſs'd— means puft up. | 


I have © 


— 
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I have more fleſh than another man, and therefore 
more frailty. You confeſs then, you pickt my pocket? 

P. Henry. It 8 ſo by the ſtory. 

Fal. Hoſteſs, I forgive thee: go, make ready break - 
fait ; love thy huſband, look to thy ſervants, and che- 
riſh 'thy gueſts : thou ſhalt find me tractable to any 
honeſt reaſon: thou ſeeſt, I am pacify'd ſtill, Nay I 

'ythee begone. [Exit Hoſteſs, 
Now: Hail, to the news at court: for the robbery, 
lad. how is that anſwered ? 

P. Henry. The money is paid back again. 

Fal. 0, I do not like that paying back z tis a2 
double labour. 

P. Henry, I am good friends with my father, and 
may do'any thing. 

Fal. Rob me the exchequer the firſt thing thos 
do'ſt, and do it with unwaſh'd hands too. 

Bard. Do, my Lord. 

2 Henry. I have procur d thee, Jack, 4 charge of 

t 

al. I would it had been of horſe. Where ſhall f 
find one, that can ſteel well? O, for a fine thief, of 
two and twenty, or thereabout : I am heinouſly un- 
provided. Well, heaven be thanked for theſe rebels, 
they . offend. none but the virtuous ; I laud them, I 
praiſe them, 

P. Henry. Bardo Wen 

Bard. My Lord? _- 

P. Henry. Go, bear this letter to Lord Jobs of Las- 
caſter, to my brother John, This to my Lord of WW: eft- 
morland, Jack, meet me to-morrow, in the Temple- 
hall, at two o'clock in the afternoon, there ſhalt thou 
7 thy charge, and there receive money and ordor 


their furniture. 
The land is burning, Percy ſtands on high; 
And either they, or we, mult lower lie. > 
Fal. Rare words! brave Wore hoſteſs, my break- 
faſt come: 
Oh, I could wiſh this tavern were my drum ! [ Exeunt,*. 


Both the tragic and comic ſcenes, which compoſe this act, 
have, in their different ſtyles, very great merit. 2 
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45 THE .FIRST PART OF, . 
ACT iv. | 


SCENE changes o Shrewſbury, * 


Enter HoTtspuR, WORCESTER, and DOUGLAS. 
Het. WELL ſaid, my noble Scot / if ſpeaking truth 
In this fine age, were not thought flattery, 
Such attribution ſhould the Doug lat have, 
As not a ſoldier of this ſeaſon's ſtamp 
Should go ſo general current throgh the world, 
By te wen, I cannot flatter : I defy # 
The tongues of ſoothets. But a braver place 
In my heart's love hath no man than yourſelf. 
Nay, taſk me to my word ; approve me, Lotd, 
Deu. Thou art the king of honour ; 
No man fo potent breathes upon the ground, 
But I wil: beard him. 
Euer a Monger. 
Hot. Do fo, and "tis l Wat üer haſt thou 
| there? 
Me. Theſe come from your father. 
Het. Letters from him! Why comes he not himſelf? 
M/. He cannot come, my Lord, he's grievous ſick, 
Hot. Heav'as! how has he the leiſure to be ſick, “ 


Ia ſuch a juſtling time! Who leads his power ? 


Under whoſe government come they along ? 


e. His letters bear his mind, not I, my Lord. 


Hor, His mind! Bu 

War. 1 pr'ythee tell me, doth he keep his bed? 

Me, He did, my Lord, four days ere I ſet forth: 
And at the time of my departure thence, . 
He was much fear'd by his phy ſicians. [Exit 

Mor. | would the ſtate of time had firſt been whole, 
Fre he by ſickneſs had been viſited; 

His health was never better worth than now. 

Het. Sick now! Droop now ! This ſickneſs doth 
The very life-blood of our enterprize ; [infeR 
*Tis catching hither, even to our camp. 

He writes me here, that inward ſickneſs —— 
And that his friends, by depuration, 


How has he the leiſure to be fick — This is a fine effuſion 
of enthi'fiaſm, which thinks no apology ſufficient for any impe- 


diment to the progreſs of its favourite ideas, 


Could 


\ 
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Could not ſo ſoon be drawn. 
Yet doth he give us bold advertiſement, 
That with our ſmall conjunction we ſhould on, 
To fee how Fortune is diſpos'd to us: 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 
Becauſe the King is certainly poſſeſt 
Of all our purpoſes. What ſay you to it? 
Mor. I well could wiſh your father had been here: 
The quality and hair of our attempt, 
Brooks no diviſion: it wilt be thought 
By ſome, that know not why he is away, 
That wiſdom, loyalty, and mere diſlike 
Of our proceedings, kept the earl from hence. 
This abſence of your father draws a curtain, 
That ſhews the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dreamt upon. 
Hot. You ſtrain too far. 
I rather of his abſence make this uſe * 
It lends a luſtre, and wore great opinion, 
A larger dare to our great enterprize, a 
Than if the earl were here: for men muſt think, 
If we without his help can make a head, 
To puſh againſt the kingdom ; with his help, 
We ſhall o'erturn it topſy-turvy down, 2 
Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole. 
Dou. As heart can think: there is not ſuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland, as this term of fear. 


Enter Sir Ric ARD VERNON, 


Hot. My couſin Vernon, welcome, by my ſoul! 
Ver. Pray heaven my news be worth a welcome Lord. 
The earl of We/imorland, ſeven thouſand ſtrong, 
Is marching hitherward, with Prince John. 
Hot. No harm ; what more ? 
Ver. And further, 1 have learn'd, 
The King himſelf in perſon hath ſet forth, 
Or hitherwards intended ſpeedily, . 
With ſtrong and mighty preparation. | 
Hot. He ſhall be welcome too. Where is his ſon ? 
The nimble-footed mad-cap Prince of Wales, 
And his comrades, that daft the world aſide 
And bid it paſs? 
Vir. 
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Ver. All furniſh'd, all in arms,“ N 

All plum'd like oſtriches, that with the wind 

Baited like eagles, having lately bath'd ; 

Glittering in golden coats like images, 

As full of ſpirit as the month of May, 

And gorgeous as the ſun at Midſummer ; 

Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls, . 

I ſaw young Harry with his beaver on, 

His cuiſſes on his thighs, gallantly arm'd, | 

Riſe from the ground like feather'd Mercury 

And vaulted with ſuch eaſe into his ſeat, 

As if an angel dropt down from the clouds, 

To turn and wind a fiery Pegaſus, 

And witch the world with noble horſemanſhip. - 

Het. No more, no more; worſe than the ſun in 

This praiſe doth nouriſh agues; let them come. March, 

They come like ſacrifices in their trim, 

And to- the fire ey'd maid of ſmokey war, 

All hot and W Frey will we offer them, 

The mailed Mars ſhall on his altars fit 

Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire, 

To hear this rich repriſal is ſo nigh, 

And yet not ours, Come let me take my horſe, 

Who is to bear me, like a thunderbolt, 

Againſt the boſom of the Prince of Wales. 

Harry to Harry ſhall (and horſe to horſe) 

Meet, and ne'er part, till one drop down à corſe. 

Oh, that Glendoaber were come! 
Ver. There is more news: 

I learn'd in Worceſter as I rode along, 

He cannot draw his power this fourteen days. 
Dou. That's the worſt tidings that I hear of, yet. 
War. Ay by my faith, that bears a froſty ſound. 
Hot. What may the King's whole battle reach unto? 
Ver, To thirty thouſand, 
Hot. Forty let it be; | 

My father and Glendower being both away, 

The power of us may ſerve ſo great a day. 


* Vernon's deſcription of the Prince of Wales and his warlike 
aſſociates, is replete with beautiful poetical imagery, pleafingly 
and happily adapted. Hotſpur's reply nervouſſy expreſſes the 
gallant chief panting for fame, and particylarly enger to meet 
ke moſt important competitors for glory. 

Come, 


